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You know, dating a fellow musician sucks at times. You spend months shacked up at home, working on albums, 
rehearsing, all of that, only to have to, at some point, pack up your lives, kiss one another goodbye, and go 


your separate ways. 


Which is what happened with us. Summer rolled around and the tours that we'd planned so many months 
earlier were upon us. Sure, there are moments when we're both in the house but they're few and far 
between. Often one of us is returning while the other is packing to leave again. And, truth be told, | want 
myself some of that sweaty, screaming man that we see on stage. | love James. Love him with every fibre of 
my being. But | get James. | get the man who comes home and showers away the growling, snarling beast 
that's been stalking concert stages for the past several month. | get the man who slips into something a little 
more comfortable the second the door slams shut behind him. | get the man who, behind closed doors, is all 


sweet kisses, gentle touches, and kind words. 
| want tight jeans and black vests that are soaked in sweat and probably destined for the dumpster, dammit! 


Look, I'm not saying that | don't love him. We wouldn't be together if | didn't. But sometimes, just sometimes, | 


want to be the one who can't drag their jaw from the floor. 


Thankfully, there's a handy block of time when I'll be able to enact my devilish plan to get railed into the next 


century. I'll be coming back from Aspen just as James is leaving for Texas. We're on a stint of tiny, rinky-dink 


festivals while they're doing handfuls of nights at hundred thousand seat stadiums. It is was it is but at least 


we're both still doing what we love. 


The photos that have been turning up in my inbox have turned into my own personal spank bank. Fuck, Brett 
Murray. Fuck him into the moon for what he's doing to me. Each one shows my boyfriend in beautiful high 
definition as he claims another city as his own. Love the guy, but he knows the game that he's playing and is 
probably fifty percent of the reason that I'm feverishly tossing all my shit into a suitcase and heading for the 


airport. 


And to make getting there easier, Vail's little airport does direct flights down to Arlington. Two hours on an 
American Airlines flight, followed by a car to the stadium and, hopefully, sneaking in unnoticed. 


I've packed a carry on because, according to the calendar that hangs beside our fridge, James should be 
returning on the Monday. Should be. However, I'm sure that a night or two more can be arranged so that | can 


head off on the next leg of my tour happily sedated. 


That's the thing with touring. You have to cram everything else in when you can. We're not getting any 
younger and, often when we fall through the door, we find ourselves vegetating for a few days before we can 
do anything. By that point, the other person is dumping their suitcases in the car as they head back out. But 


we do it because we love it. 


Butterflies tickle my stomach and the knot that's been winding around my groin tightens as the car eases out 
of Dallas Fort Worth and into traffic. There's roughly twenty minutes between me and the stadium and, with 
the sun beginning to dip towards the horizon, | can feel the hunger that's been fuelling me for the past six 
months growing into something near starvation | need him. Need every inch of him. And nothing's going to stop 


me. 
T minus 30 mins until showtime. 


That's Lars. Us drummers stick together and I've promised him things if he keeps his mouth shut. Which, by 
the radio silence from James, is so far so good. James and | text - good morning, good night, how was your 
day?, all that kind of stuff - but if he'd had so much of a whiff of me coming to one of the shows, he'd have 
been on the phone faster than | can drop my pants during one of our infamous FaceTime calls. He'd probably 
have told me not to come, have forbade me from leaving the house. Not that it would have done any good. I'd 


still have got on that plane, it's just that the surprise would have been ruined. 


Oh, I've got it planned in my head. It's been there for weeks. | called the venue to find out about the band's 
dressing rooms and they've hooked me up with the relevant info, up to and including about what amenities are 


included. Which is precisely where | plan on cornering him. 


The stadium looms into view complete with a line of cars waiting to get in. I'd budgeted that into my trip, 
knowing that I'd need time for them to get onto the stage. The line creeps forward with cars exiting left and 


right into their parking lots. Hoards of people mill around and, again, my stomach cramps with nervous 


excitement. | feel much like | did on that first date, the one in the desert where | dragged James to go 
skywatching with me. We saw the grand total of fucking nothing but we ended up talking until the early hours. 
Sure, we've been friends for a long time but neither of us had seen one another in that light before. Well, not 
until we saw one another under the light of a full moon. The rest, they say, is history and | packed up my life 
in California and wholesale moved out to Colorado. Definitely better for the scenery and clear air and, let's face 


it, it's not all that far to get back to my own home turf. 


We inch around until we're somewhere in the back end of the stadium. There's still people and cars but Lars’ 
instructions had been clear; head for the loading dock. The Texas heat ripples across the horizon in a 

testament to the state's current heatwave. Already-drunk people thread their way through cars and, as we 
battle against them, | pull my hair back into a bun, push my glasses up my nose, and stick a baseball hat on 


my head in an attempt to make myself look more like a late arriving crew member and less like Dave Grohl. 
I'm hoping and praying for Metallica security to be at the mouth of the tunnel that leads to the loading dock 
but, as the car bounces onto the downward ramp, | don't see anyone that | recognise. In fact, a couple of 
hulking men dressed in black and hi-viz jackets walk up to us as the car creeps down. | roll down the back 
window and look out at them. 

"Reason for your visit, sir?" one of them asks. 

‘tm with the band," | nonchalantly reply. 

‘Of course you are. They all are." He sighs and glances at a device in his hands. "Name?" 

"Dave Grohl." 


| see a greying eyebrow shoot up before he glances back through the window at me. "ID?" 


Slipping my wallet from my hoodie pocket, | hand over my driver's license. The Hulk's eyes widen momentarily 
before relaxing. He hands the license back. 


"Mr Grohl, you're not on the list so I'm going to have to call someone from the band's security to verify your 


presence." 

Which is exactly what | didn't want happening. A cold spike pierces my heart as he reaches for his radio and | 
fumble in my wallet once more. If the band's not on stage someone will say something which will stress James 
out and put him off his game. 


"Got a reader?" | ask. 


His fingers loosen from the radio before he gives me a quietly confused look | hold out a piece of black and 


yellow plastic no bigger than a credit card. My backstage pass. My Access All Areas accreditation My "I belong 


here because l'm fucking the singer" card. My "All your personal info is stored on a chip in the card just in 


case of emergency. Don't forget to tap it in and out, Dave, and don't fucking lose it" card. 


The Hulk security guys relaxes and lets out a sigh of relief. "Yeah. Two seconds." He fumbles with the device in 
his hands, obviously flicking between apps before he holds it out. "I'm not so good with technology. Hopefully 
that works for you." 


| touch my card to the top of the reader and, after a heart-wrenching second, it registers with a satisfying 
ding The Hulk smiles and waves me through. 


"Welcome to Texas, Mr Grohl." 


My heart is on the floor of the car. | was hoping for the band's security so that | could sneak in 


Unfortunately, every device now associated with them knows that I'm in the vicinity. 


Not that | needed to worry because the concourse behind us had gone suspiciously quiet as has the loading 
doc. Somewhere above us, | hear a roar and the building trembles as one hundred thousand people surge to 


the opening strains of Ennio Morricone's Ecstasy of Gold 


The driver drops me somewhere within the maze of the stadium. | tip him generously before making my way 
into the bowels of the building. Above me, | can hear the thud of bass and of drums while the ceiling all but 
rattles. This building is used to raucous sports fans so a little music shouldn't do anything too bad. 


Hopefully. 


With no fucking clue where | am, | use the rise and fall of the music to map my route. Corridors wider than a 
truck and emptier than a supermarket on Thanksgiving echo with both my footsteps and the sound of a forty 
year old band tearing through every song that they've ever written | pass a few crew members, all thankfully 


busy with their work to notice the man who looks shockingly similar to them wandering through their midst. 


Finally, yellow light streams along one of the corridors like the entrance to heaven itself. | pick up my pace, nod 


to the band's security staff, and duck around a barrier. 


And I'm there, deep within the sacred circle, and surrounded by people who know exactly who | am. | find my 
spot and nestle in the shadows, a figure who can only just be made out against the glaring light that emits 
from the stage. One of the techs notices me and gives me a grin and a nod. | return the gesture and wave my 
hand in a "want a drink later?" gesture. Another nod, a thumbs up, and he's gone. While James may no longer 
drink he's given me his blessing to sink the odd one or two with the band's staff. Something about good morale 


for them and me. 


Hunched down into my little spot, | turn my eyes to the stage above me and soak myself in the scene. The 


thousands of screaming, singing fans that surround me have melted to nothing. 


James. Looking far better than he has for a long time thanks to his avoidance of both alcohol and my cooking. | 
love nothing more than filling people full of barbecue. James loved gorging himself on it until it became too 
much. 


Now his muscles ripple beneath tightly toned skin, the ever changing lights casting shadows across his bulging 
biceps and sharp collarbone. Sweat glistens on skin that has enjoyed the touch of the sun, pooling on tattoos 


and in the crook of his elbows. James takes a breath as Fuel fades out and wipes his forearm across his face. 
"Sure is hot here today, Texas. You guys doing okay out there?" 

The crowd roars its response. 

"Y'all want a fuckin’ ‘nother one?" 

The roar grows to a fever pitch. 

"Y'all want to sing for me?" 


At that point I'm surprised that the building isn't falling down around us. Even if it was, I'd still be climbing 
that stage and having my merry way with James. Because that's what | want. | want that man, the one who's 
pressed up against the microphone as the opening lines of The Memory Remains poss his lips. 


And then he's gone, whirling away to another part of the stage like a restless spirit. He's replaced by Kirk who 
glances down and, for a split second, catches me before catching himself. He gives me that soft smile that 
always makes my stomach flip before holding up two fingers and shooing me back with his hand. 


Two songs left. Go and hide. Dont let him see you out here. 


| return his smile and, with James’ back still to me, | stand. With my eyes still on the towering man across the 
stage, | ease myself back the way that I'd come. 


A handful of large flight cases had been positioned at the mouth of the tunnel that lead from the stage. Giving 
me the perfect view of the last of the show, | hop on one and settle back My eyes are firmly tracking the 
man on the stage and the way he flips from wolf to gentle giant and back again. He pauses to talk about the 
importance of family and how, beneath that roof, we're all family. One song later and he's tormenting the 


crowd, bidding them a goodnight before the intro to Sandman drifts through the speakers. 


Ten minutes and hundreds of guitar picks later and they're trotting along the walkway and towards the tunnel, 
high-fiving fans as they go. There's a boyish charm to them, all sparkling eyes and bouncing walks defying 
their progressing age as they close in on the backstage area. My eyes are still trained on my love, taking in 
the tight black vest and the black jeans that are so tight he may as well have been sewn into them. 


Pulling the baseball cap from my head, | shake my hair down and, with the knot in my groin tightening, | speak 
up. 


"Yo, Hetfield!" 
Not how I'd normally address him but, with the energy and adrenaline of the show still flowing, it seems fitting. 


All of them - band, security, and hangers-on - stall and turn. Blue eyes that, a moment earlier were as hard 


as diamonds, go wide. 


"Dave?" That voice, the one that has had me on edge all evening with its raw power, is suddenly softer, 


gentler, warmer. My stomach flips and | step down from the flight case. 

| grin up at him. "Okay?" 

"Great. You?" 

"Just dandy." | nod along the hallway. "Lead on" 

While everyone knows that we're together our relationship isn't something that | advertise, especially in the 
presence of people who may not approve. Or can see, as is the case with fans craning over the barriers to 
catch one final glimpse. 

We walk - together - through the echoing hallways. | chatter away to Kirk and Lars with Rob occasionally 
chiming in until we reach their dressing rooms. Each has their own space with several rooms dedicated to 
gathering together. 

| bid the others farewell before leaning against James’ door with a wolfish grin. He stares down at me with the 
gentle look that I'm so used to. Gone is the man who, only moments earlier, held one hundred thousand people 
in the palm of his hand, and in his place is the man whom I'm lucky enough to share a life with. 

| open the door and step in to be greeted by the smell of warming coffee. 


"Expecting me?" | ask. 


"Not at all" | hear him sigh and, while I'm fixing myself a mug, James speaks, "Why are you out here? I'll be 


home tomorrow." 


With the mug to my lips, | turn around and make a point of looking him up and down. Sweat is drying on his 
exposed flesh and his collarbone is inviting me to sink my teeth into it. And those jeans.. Fuck. | want to peel 
them off him and devour everything that's underneath them. 


"Because social media and our mutual friend, Mr Murray, have spent the past handful of months winding me 
up like some kind of fucking clockwork toy. I'm starving, James. Hell" | take a swig of coffee to wash away the 
plane and car dust. "I'm fuckin’ ravenous and if that's not a testament to the fuckin’ work that you've been 


putting in then | don't know what is." 

Draining the last of the coffee, | dump the mug on a nearby vanity and step up to him. My hands slide over 
his chest until my thumbs are resting on the razor-edge of his collarbone. | stare into those eyes and find 
myself once more losing myself beneath their waves. 

"So fuckin’ feed me," | murmur. 

James stares at me for a moment longer before he runs a damp hand into my hair. He balls into a fist in 
order to tilt my head to one side. I'm not the one in control. At least any more. I've sacrificed my power in 


order to feed the hunger that gnaws at my soul. 


Is every relationship like this with that deep need and desire? Does everyone have this drive to be near their 


loved one in every available moment? 
Warm breath tickles my cheek and the hand in my hair tightens. | hiss as strands snap before a downward 
pressure is applied. Blue eyes bore into my own as | sink to my knees. I'm where | want to be, on the floor and 


greedily accept all that's offered. 


"Dave." James’ voice has taken on a deeper tone, one that's slightly more commanding and closer to the one 


that he uses while on stage. "We don't have to do this." 
| sit back on my heels, his hand tugging at my hair as | do. "We do." 
"We don't. | can shower, we can go back to the hotel and do something there." 


But thats not why I'm here. I'm not here to lie in king size hotel beds and make love. I'm here for something 
rougher, harder, a little darker. 


"We do," | repeat. 

His eyes have softened and he gives me a nod. "In that case-" 

James gives another tug on my hair and | rise back to my knees. My hands slide up those denim clad legs and 
around the backs of his thighs until I'm clasping his ass. | give it a tentative squeeze and hear my boyfriend 
groan. His cock is pressed against the zipper just as mine is trapped inside of my own pants. Allowing one hand 


to leave his ass, | fumble with my own zipper and breathe a sigh of relief as my cock springs free. 


"Did | say you could do that?" he growls 


"Nope." | grin up at him. “But l'm doing it anyway." 


He gives me that glare, the one that he's aways reserved for those who piss him off, or for when I've gone 
into full brat mode. Another tug on the hair and | free both hands from his heavenly backside in order to free 


him from the confines of his denim prison. 


| find myself all but salivating at the sight of his cock. But James has other ideas. With me all but wrapped 


around his leg, he wraps a hand around himself before pressing my head closer. 
"Take it," he growls. “All of it" 


There's no stopping me. Not now. I've come this far. Reaching out, | lick along the underside of his cock, 
listening as he lets out that deep guttural groan that sets every one of my nerve endings alight. My tongue 
traces the ridges and the thick vein before settling over the head and drinking down the pre-cum. 


"Not like that" The words are more of a command than a complaint and l'm not surprised when his hand 
moves to the back of my head and forces me to impale my mouth on his erection I've been doing this long 
enough to be able to open my throat on command and, once more, | get that throaty moan as James’ cock 


slides in. 


He clamps his hands around my head, making it impossible for me to move. | tighten the muscles in my cheeks, 
giving him very little room to move in return. | expect a flick of fingers to the back of my head. Instead, a 


shiver vibrates through my boyfriend, starting at his feet before flowering through his hips and back. 
“That's it," he murmurs. "Just like that. Nice an’ tight" 


l'm drawn back to the ache of my own erection when James shifts. A brush of denim against the tip and l'm 
all but a quivering mess. | want to sprawl on the floor and stroke myself to exhaustion. But that's not going to 
happen. Not while James has a vice-like grip on my skull. So | roll my hips and manage to get a little more of 
that exquisite touch. It's like electricity bolting up my spine and, much like my lover above me, | let out a moan 


which, in turn, vibrates along him. 
Fingers snap into my hair, pulling it tight. "Fuck, Dave. Do that again 


| do it again with another gentle roll of my hips. The tip of my cock, oh so sensitive, once more sweeps up the 


rough fabric of his oh so tight jeans and another chesty groan shudders from within me. 


James' hands are pressing me closer, his hips flickering back and forth as he uses my mouth as his personal 
sex toy. My nose is pressed into that delightful thatch of silver hair at his groin and | inhale the musky scent 
of a man who's been working all evening. | take it in, wrap myself in it, and store it away in my memory for 


those moments when we're inevitably apart again and | have to take care of myself. 


He's wound tighter than the strings on his guitar and it shows when he spills himself down my throat. l'm all 
but a heartbeat behind as the knot that's been in my groin since sometime yesterday finally snaps. The relief 
is heady and incredible and | slip from his hands to sit back on my haunches. 


From above me there's a throaty chuckle followed by a gravelly "Dirty boy". Glancing down | find that I've 


splattered his jeans with copious amounts of cum. 
| shrug. "Good job they need going in the laundry. Maybe toss them in the shower first" 


James is far more relaxed than he was a moment earlier. The humour has returned to his eyes and his lips 
twitch into the soft smile that | adore. "Yeah, | will. First, get to your feet. l'm not finished yet and-" He nods 
to my crotch. "By the looks of it, neither are you." 


No surprise there. We've been apart a couple of weeks and this always happens. We get wound up to the point 
of no return and spend a day or two relieving one another of that pent up sexual energy. Because doing it by 


yourself gets boring really fuckin’ fast. 


It takes me a minute but | finally find enough strength to pull myself up. I'm barely upright for a second 
before James pushes my jeans all the way down and spins me around to face a long desk that runs the length 
of a wall. Mirrors glisten at us, the lights above them soft and muted. | can see myself in high definition, my 
arousal etched into my face and body. My hair, unsurprisingly, is a mess and my eyes are dark than night 


itself. 


"Hands on the desk and lean forward," my boyfriend murmurs in my ear. "I've been waitin’ a good few weeks 


for this." 


Doing as l'm told, | stare at myself. | stare at the silver that's beginning to shoot through my hair and the 
heaviness that occasionally weighs beneath my eyes. Behind me | can see a man who's progression with age is 
further along, his head now a shock of silver hair with a body that is as tight and as wiry as someone twenty 


years younger. 
The Silver Fox and the Dark Horse. 


"Back pocket," | say before he has a chance to ask. Because why would he pack lube when he's away for 


several weeks? 


Which is why there are several sachets shoved in my pockets. Grabbed them as | was leaving the house and 
forgot about them until they set off the airport scanner. Did nothing other than grin when the poor, blushing 
TSA agent handed them back. 


James makes short work of doing what needs to be done. With his fingers inside of me, | rest my head on my 


arms and allow myself to drift away into that relaxing headspace. | barely register him using a thumb and 


forefinger to spread my ass cheeks. Nor do | really register him beginning to slide in. All | want is to enjoy the 


ride. 


But there's no escaping as his length and girth begin to take over and | open my eyes to find James towering 
over me, his hands clasped to my arched hips, and that trademark snarl beginning to tug at his lips. Gone is 
my gentle giant to be replaced by the beast from the stage. 


His hand wraps back into the ends of my hair and he pulls until my shoulders leave the desk and my back dips. 
"Watch us, Grohl." 


Blue eyes stare back into mine, James’ face contorted with pleasure as his muscles stretch and contract. The 
black vest is still glued to his body with sweat that's being reignited by our fevered fucking. His hips snap back 
and forth, his balls bouncing off my ass while he takes me for the ride of my life. Having James Hetfield - The 
Mighty Het - loom over you and stare you down in a mirror while he pounds your ass sends shivers down my 
spine. Remember | said that | wanted to be railed harder than a train? This is what | was talking about. The 
feeling of being stretched, the incessant pounding, the fingernails dragging along my flanks, the hands in my 
hair. There's plenty of time for being curled up in a bed and making sweet, gentle love. For one night only | 
wanted to be James’ plaything. And, fuck me, I'm getting it. 


There's another tug on my hair and another groan from myself. 
"Got nothing to say, Grohl? You're normally cussing like a sailor at this point” 


I'm so far gone, so chilled and relaxed, that | can't think of anything to say. Even my brain has turned itself 
off and all | can do is roll with the punches. 


The hand that was gripping my hip suddenly snaps across my ass and | let out a pained wail, my body rearing 
up in response to the sharp pain. Not that l'm adverse to pain. Far from it. In fact, | love a good spanking and 
James has been one to feed into my slightly darker side. But to be snapped out of the warm, comfortable 
place in your head is still a shock and just what James wants as my hips snap up and back to meet his. 


| hop from one foot to the other as he does the same only on the other cheek, my cries hopefully muffled by 
the walls. | move to straighten my arms only for James to push me back down and leave me staring at our 


reflections. But l'm back with it and finally vocal which is what he wanted. 


His hand returns to my hip along with guitar-hardened nails scratching into my skin. | hiss and curse and buck 


once more, pressing myself back in order to push him deeper into myself. 
"Liking this, huh?" he asks. 


"You fuckin’ know | am." He gives me another strike across my ass and my eyes roll back into my head. "More." 


"More? Like this?" 


Red stars burst behind my eyes as his hand once more connects with my flesh. The groans that fall from my 
lips couldn't get any more gravelly if | tried. 


James pushes himself in as deep as he can go and holds himself there. "You know what we're gonna do when 


we get home?" 


| glower at him in the mirror, my own lips peeling back into a snarl as | try to get him to move. "If you don't 


say ‘fuck you into next year' I'm gonna be very, very disappointed, Hetfield.” 

"That will happen" He grins at me and gives my ass another sharp spank, one painful enough for me to roll 
onto the balls of my feet and for my cock to start leaking against my shirt. "But I'm thinking more of putting 
you in your place." 

With that, he thwacks me with his knuckles before pounding me back down to the desk. And I'm gone again, the 
happiest motherfucker on the planet because, at some point between tomorrow and me walking out of the door 
to return to the road, I'll have a nicely toasted ass. 

James' orgasm floods my ass at the same time my own splatters against the wall and carpet beneath the 
desk. My entire brain and body have clocked out and | wouldn't be able to tell you where | was. Everything - 
everything - is just perfect as the post-sex warmth begins to flow through me. The beast behind me slows 
his pace and begins to relax before | plop my head and chest back to the desk. A hand strokes along my stil 
clothed, albeit now sweaty, back before lips find the crook of my neck. 


"Okay?" His voice is once more calm and gentle. 


| take a couple of deep breaths before looking up to meet his eyes in the mirror. | give him a soft smile. "Just 


perfect. Thank you." 
"Feeling less hungry?" 
My smile widens to that million watt grin that | know he loves. "I'm all good now.’ 


James smiles softly and kisses the top of my head before pulling me into an all encompassing hug. My arms 


drift around his waist and | tuck my head against his shoulder. 
"Shower, bed, and home?" he asks. 


"| thought that you'd never ask" 


